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with considerable movement, the deer took no notice
of us, and I dropped him in his tracks with a feeling
of compunction only overcome by the fact that we
had no breakfast if he went away. So peaceful was
our realm! I have often paddled within easy shot
of a deer on other waters, but only by remaining
motionless when he was looking round, for the move-
ment of a hand would send him flying in panic; but
this poor deer might have been reared in Eden.

The meeting of the Club that year was a most
successful one; and when it was over, and I was left
alone to my painting, I selected a subject in which,
for the first time, I introduced a dramatic element.
I supposed that a hunter and a buck had had a
hand-to-horn fight, and, during it, had fallen together
over a ledge of rocks, at the bottom of which both
lay dead. A perpendicular ledge of granite, about
twenty feet high, mosses and ferns clinging in its
crevices, overhanging a level space covered with a
heavy growth of luxuriant fern, furnished the back-
ground. There I laid the first large buck I killed,
and painted him with extreme care, and then painted
my guide with his arms locked in the antlers of the
deer. The hour was the late afternoon, when the red
sunlight slanted through the trees and fell in broken
masses on the face of the cliff, catching the leaves
here and there in its path. All this was painted
carefully from the scene, with as much of the details
of the forest as the time permitted, on a canvas
twenty-five by thirty inches, on which I worked
about two months, till the lake began to freeze and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